Joan Yochim
Many words and phrases Virginia Woolf used in " A Sketch of the Past, II were those I had searched for to convey the importance of my childhood places. While reading Woolfs journal entires, I felt as if the phrases were mine, not hers. I absorbed the atmosphere and images she created and compared our summer memories. Her journal notations movitated me to write along with her. After a few pages in each journal, I realized that we were having a silent dialogue. We were discussing similarities of place features, activities, and feelings. I was drawn into her remembrances and invited her to share mine.
I was the more fortunate party in our conversation; Woolf always spoke first. She referred to the distance of her summer home from London where she spent winters: liThe distance was a drawback; it meant we could only go to St. Ives in the summer. Yet that made the country more intense • nothing we had as children was so important to us as our summers in Corn wall (1976, p. 11 0) ." The intensity of Woolfs feelings for her Cornwall experiences was due partly to the specialness of having a summer house and to the ritual of returning every summer. Her reflection clarified for me my own reasons for choosing our family beach house as a focus for understanding an earlier self and for using places as vehicles for personal description. I shared with Virginia, through my hand-written notebook, detailed accounts of yearly trips back and forth between city and shore.
Country and shore times of childhood were unified and bounded, cut off from everydayness and more easily remembered. Images of those events and places remained visually intact and whole, unchanged and easier to interpret. As I copy these lines from my journal, with her diary sitting nearby, I wonder which one of us is speaking. I am drawn back to the text for an answer and become involved in other descriptions.
Woolf's manner of writing enhanced an impression of chats between two old friends. Her way of inventorying and stringing together pictur- about a prisoner's soap dish. Which, she wanted to know, was the "real" California, the "real" Alcatraz, and the "real" Newport? When, she inquired, had things changed so drastically? As Didion took me on trips across the country searching for places she had dreamed about but could not find, I revisited the shore. Where were the small cottages, the inti mate, familiar beaches, the ice cream stand and crowded, dark grocery store? When had they been replaced with sprawling parking lots, schooners sitting on dry land serving as gift shops, concrete and glass motels, and modern, oddly shaped homes awkwardly raised on pilings? My shore had disappeared except in memory and old photographs.
By using carefully observed, descriptive place details, Didion caused me to look beyond the shiny surfaces and reconsider the values with which I had been raised. Was 'reality' an illusion after all? We were raised, I
wrote in my response journal, during the forties and fifties believing in • stability and continuity. As all little girls and boys at that time, we knew that we would grow up to be carbon copies of our mothers and fathers.
We would carry out their dreams. And we would follow their values and pass them on to those who came after us. National and neighborhood pride, family solidarity and loyalty, respect for leaders and elders, and adherence to dictates of authorities were rules we learned in family routines at home, were values we saw embedded in objects surrounding us. Behaving, listen ing to the code, meant listening to quietly told tales with a moral delivered by parent, teacher, scout leader or minister. Rules weren't broken without a price. The code, learned sitting around kitchen tables in always-used places and in assigned school desks, held until the Spring of 1971. I remem ber the afternoon when I looked around my classroom and realized that I wasn't the teacher I had planned to be; that the art room in which I taught seemed different as did the students. campus: "The place simply never seemed serious (1 979 , p.
Karla was an art major in her senior year. She was a quiet young woman who was often hard to reach and read but who showed considerable artistic promise. I didn't really get to know her until she started to dog-sit for me with her friend Sally. I hadn't realized they were friends. Karla was so reticent, Sally so outgoing. Karla didn't seem the type of student to be involved with drugs. I saw no evidence of this in class as I did with Sally and many others: the far-away, glassy-eyed, dreamy look which was the answer to every question; the giddy, happy response to being taken to task for not working. But they were friends and Karla came around with Sally. or the consequences, I told her that the only answer for her was to move in with me. She did. Classroom and apartment merged, problems followed.
At first glance it would seem that the earlier purposes of schooling had vanished during the late 60s and early 70s. The critics claim that we educators had gotten lazy: that we had stopped valuing and teaching basic skills and knowledge, that classroom order and self-discipline were things of the past. We were spoiling the children and young people. My classroom "games" and material disorder did little to dispute their claims.
I can1t disagree with the results of education during those years; Pm still not sure what the changes were or how they came about. I will disagree, however, with the personal attack on the teachers. We also were the victims of a new society. We bought into the "new", the lire levant ", the "meaningful" along with our students and society at large. Now Pm not
sure we understood what we were doing. The code had changed and we didn't know the rules or outcomes.
What do reading journals and essays and keeping personal notebooks have to do with art education research? "We tell ourselves stories in order to live ( Didion, 1979, p. 11) ." I suggest that we tell ourselves stories in order to know where we1ve been, to find ourselves and give ourselves identity and meaning. As Woolf pointed out, we explore and search for patterns and explanations. The excerpts recounted suggest that research concerns and questions might be discovered in autobiographical writings; that stories of particular places might serve as a focus for research or to unify research questions; that analysis of interactions with self and others in particular places might provide research answers; that research may be a personal adventure. Understanding past places reveals that meanings, social and personal, are derived from the interaction of people, physical environments, and activities. The uses that writers make of features of physical environments to convey personal questions or meanings indicate that they are more significant than might be assumed in day-to-day living By concentrating on physical environments of art learning, how they are " planned, used, and interpreted by art teachers and students, we might reshape art meanings we communicate to students and have other stories Marilyn Zurmuehlen Working Papers in Art Education, Vol. 5 [1986] , Art. 16 
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